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BYNOPSIS.
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Alan Wayno is seat nway from Fed Hil

hig ho by his uncle, J. Y., as a moral
fallure. Clem drinks Alan's health on his
Wirthday. Judge Hoaly defenda Alan In
in business with his employers. Alan and
WAllx, Gerry's wife, meet ol sea, homeward
Mound, and start a0 Nirtation. At hame,
Cerry, l.ldlln thinks, ']wl:. Allx and Alan
wilaplog, drops everything,
Pernambuco, Alix rrnvr.-s Alan on
train and goes home. Gerry leaves Per-
nmambuco and goos to Piranhas, On a
wcanoe trip he meels a natlve girl. The
il to trace Gerry. A baby Is horn
tix. The nalve girl takes Gerry to
the ruined plantation she s mistress of
el her. At Maple houss Col-
h{l:ﬁ tells how he met Alan—'"Ten
Per Conl Wayne''—bullding a bridge in
Collingeford meots Allx and her
Bady and gives her encouragement about
. Alan comes buck to town but doos
mot go home, Gerry begine to improve
ta's plantation and bullds an lr-
ng diteh. In Africea Alan  resds
s letters nnd dreams of home. Ger-
pastures ITdeber's catile during the
. A baby comes to Margarita.
ford meets Allx In the city and
r changed. Alan meots Allx, J, Y.,
.. , Frown (0o beauliful womnnhood,
the clty and realizses that he has sold
blrthright for &« mess of pottage. Kemp
2 ¥ bocome friends. They visit
Lieher, 'ahd: the three exiles are drawn
her by & common tle, Llsber tells
hin story. In South America Alan gots
the fever and his foreman sends him to
Ldebher's,
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Consider the mental agony of
an intelligent man when he
comes to realize that he has
y committed a great wrong, an Ir-
reparable wrong against his
4 wife and against himself. Rev-
elation and a sort of terror come
to Gerry.
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CHAPTER XXIV—Continued,

“¥ou've been up all night,” sald Ger-
ry. “0o and lle down for o while, I'll
“eall gou If anything happens.”

Lieber rose reluctantly. “Don't fafl
o call me” he said. “I'll leave my
M Mu.n ,

. Gerry sat down in a chair beside the
wettle. e bad not known how tired
e was himaelf. Soon he drowsed. His
Bead foll forward on his chest. Sleep
wame o him and then a great trouble
‘eame (0 Qs wieep. He roused himself
from 2 nightmare and, suddenly wide
awake, found Alan's eyes fixed on his

“NFoul™ murmured Alan.

Gerry did not nnawer. Hin face be-
came o mask. It seemed to him that
wonly Alan's eyes were alive, and to
iAlan that Gerry had projJected his
=pirit to his bedside to wateh Lim die,

Alan tried to smile In definnce.
“Can't you epeak?’ he whispered
Boarsely.

Gerry leaned forward. The question
!Ie had to ask wos stronger than he.
At forged its way throngh his lps.
“Alan, what did you do with her? Tell
ime that and I'll go away."

+ Atroubled look came into Alnn's thin
face. He frowned. “Do with her? Do
wwith whom?"

. “Alan.” sald Gerry, bls suppressed
wolce trembling, “You know. With
Allx"

“Oh," sald Alan, still struggling on
fthe verge of consclousness. [ remem-

Wer. I did notling with her. Bhe
twonldn't go with me."
“Afan,” groaned Gerry. “I saw you.

¥ saw you and Alix on the train.”
{ The frown wae gone from Alan's
Forehead. He felt sleep coming baek
[to him and he was glad. '“Yes,” he
F.Id. “she was on the traln wilh me.
K remember. 8be jumped off. A bag-
an—caught her.” He dropped
&ff to sleep agaln,

Ilebher stepped catllke across the
#oor. He caught Gerry by one ear,
mud with the other hand over his
pmouth fed bim out of the room. Gerry
{weat tamely. ' Whon they wers on the
Lieber looked at him. “8o0*
said, his blue eyea blazing, “you
want to kill bim,"

" sald Gerry, dazed, “not now."”
. Lansing.” sald Lisber, “you get
here. We'll settle this busl-
other time."
lip trembled, “You're right,
" e sald,  “You're right, only
dgou't kuow It all.  That chap in
were boys together, He ran
That's why—"
slopped. . Alix had not
; v'Bhe bad jumped off the
ere''was she, then?  YWhat
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aod went back to Alan,

arms outstretched, face down. [Licber
slipped out and nolselessly shut the
door, Gerry lay exhausted. He could
not think any wore, A great welght
Iny on his brain, The ten minutes'
doze In the chalr at Alun's bedside bad
not been rest, but a nightmare, Pres-
ently he fell Into sleep, o deep sleep
that was all ooconsclousness,

It was almost night when he awoke
and with the awakening the welght
settled back on his braln, only now he
hnd the strength to think In spite of it
He got up and went out In search of
Lieber. Lieber heard him and came
out futo the hall, Gerry nodded
towards Alan's room. “It's all right,
Mr. Lansing. He must have a solld
mind. Your talk didn't excite him—
didn’t even disturb hig sleep. He's on
the rond up—weak, a baby, but he's
started life ngaln. He's asked for you
twice. Seems to have something he's
got to get off his chest to you. You'd
better go In."

Gerry sat down once more heside
Alan. The questions he must ask
crowded to his lips, but he forced them
back. He tested his strength with res
olutions and held them. It was bis
way of renssuring himself. He want-
ed to fee! his firmness rising In him to
meet the struggle he felt must come
when Alan spoke,

Alan knew he was there.
him through half-closed eyes, but
more than that, bhe felt him. His
brows puckered in a frown. It was
still bard to use words, “Gerry, last
night I wanted to tell you more only
I couldn’t. I had to sleep. Alix didn't
go with me, She only came to the
trajn. When I kissed ler she woke
up and found she wasn't—carnal nfter
all. She went back home, You didn't
turn up. Yon never turned up. They
traced you to a river, an empty ecn-
noe — pyjnmas — you know."” He
stoppedd and sighed as though his task
wWére over,

The velns on Gerry’s forehead stood
out In knots. His chin rested on his
clenched bands, his elbows on his
knees. “Alan,” he sald, “where Is
Allx now? What has ghe done?”

Alan opened his eyes and looked at
him. “She fs walting., She has always
walted for you to come back. She
would not belleve you were dead, be-
cause of the boy."

“The boy!" groaned Gerry.
boy 7"

“Yours,” sald Alan.
boy. There is a new Alix since he
came. Bhe is as far from me and
what she was as the stars. She Iz a
steady star. But it's all right now.
Youn'll go back to her,”

“T can't,” whispered Gerry hoarssly,
more to himself than to Alan, “I've
got o wife here. I've got a chlld here.
To me he ls wy first-born."

Alan's eyes opened, this time in won-
der. A twisted smile came to his Hps.
“You!™ he sald. “You!' and then the
amile changed to a faint dlsgust. He
turned his head on the plllow away
from Gerry and slept.

The next morning found Gerry still
at Lieber's. Outside the heavenly
bowl of blue was virgin of clouds. It
stretched and domed In a gphered eter-
nity of emptiness. Through Its de-
pressing vold the sun swam slowly,
pitilessly, as though It were loath to
miirk the passing minutes. The whole
earth bnked. Btrong trees wilted and
tarned up the wrong sides of thelr
leaves on the sea of heat llke dying
flsh turning op thelr white bellles at
the last gasp. Not a breath of alr
stirred. Heat rose from the ground in
an unbroken, visible wave. “My God,"
sald Alan, gasging with ' wistful, far-
séaing eyes beyond the familiar, repel-
lent scene, “‘a homeward Cfever
parches up my tongue.'"” There was
such an agony of longing In the words
that Gerry was frightened. He looked
questioningly at Lieber.

“No," sald Lieber, “he's not dying.
He was dying, but be's changed his
mind. He's golug to go home lnstead.”

“l belleve he's right, Gerry,” sald
Alan with a faint smile. “But I didn't
change my mind, He did 1t for me.
He's in line for a life-saving medal
Lieber's nll vight” He stopped, tired
out.

Lieber began to talk to Gerry.
“How'as the witer in the ditch, Me.

He saw

“What

“He is a great

“Mighty low." sald Gerry. He spoke
aimost absent-mindedly. For the first
time in months the ditch was far from
his thonghts. | .
“It'a hard lueck,” sald Lieher, “The
river's never been so low before—not
In the memory of man. We do not

Ian.ln' ' 4

played fn bringing roanlfrection to the
abandoned plagtation and e to the
neighboring stock,

Alan cast a corlons glance at Gerty,
“Dangerona business,” he sald; 'fool-
ing with the normal level In food
country.”

Licher nodded and went on., He
told his tale well,
than Gerry could have put into worda.
Gerry listened for a while, but he soon
wearied. What had all that to do with
him now? He wandered off and start-
ed to snddle True Blue. He muost get
away from Alan. Alin was drawing
him, but he was bound In chalns:. He
must remember that, Then, too, what
Alan bad sald about fooling with the
normal level worried him. He must
go back and station a guard at the
grent sluice gate,

A sudden puff of air, then a breeze,
then a gale, swept down on Lieber's
from the southwest. The wind was
hot, a furonce binst from the torrid
wilderness. It carried with it whirls
of dust, light, dry sticks, and.-finnlly,
small pebbles that hurtled along the
grounidl. Gerry and his borse sought
shelter by the house. Herders came
ronnlng out from their quarters aod
gothered in front of the veranda, The
wind suddenly turned cold, dropped
nnd ceased, The dust settled. The
sun blazed as before. Thére wans not
a cloud In the sky. The herders all
looked at Lieber, They did not talk.
They were walting.

Lieber shrugged his shoulders.
“Somewhere,” he sald with a wave of
his hand to the southwest, “there has
been raln and ball and that sort of
thing. Temperature fell and drove
the hot air off the desert.” He told
the men, but they did not go away,
They stood around, thelr eyes sweep-
iog the horizon to the southwest. At
last ome of them grunted. His eyes
were fixed on a distant pillar of dust.
It enme towards them. Lieber used
his fleld glasses, Without taking them
from his eyes, he spoke. “It's a man,

riding. Looks like he's riding for lfe.
Something is up. He's riding to kill
his horse."”

As the man approached, a dull ram-
bling filled the ears of the watchers.
Ho gradun] was its crescendo that they
ld not notlee It. The rider spurred
nnd beat his horse to n final effort.
They conld see he was shouting, He
drew  pearer, amd they heard him,
“Flood! Flood! ‘Then they noticed
the rumbling. It become a ronr. Far

Sy

“Alan, What Did You Do With Her?"

away on the horizon rose a white, ad-
vancing miat. The rider rolled off his
staggering horse. “The flood,” bhe
gasped, “Never before has there béen
such a flood."

Before the words were out of his
mouth there was a frensied rattle of
hoofs and Gerry on True Blue tore
off at » med gallop down the trall
towards Fazenda Flores. Almost at
his heels followed the first mounted
of the herders, riding all they knew to
cut across to Piranhas ahead of the
wall of water,

Lieber's eyes followed Gerry's flight.
Then he turned them op Alan, *“That
tiollow down there,” he sald, “will be
turned into a rushing river In half an
hour—perhaps less, We're just safe
here, and that's all. You see Mr, Lan-
sing? He's the spot farthest down the
trall, I'm ;thinking we'll never see
bim agein.” g 4
A faint fosh came Intg  Alan's
cheeks. 1t was a flush of pride—pride
in Gerry. Gerry bad oot hesitated,
He bad not ridden off llke & laggard,
Even now they could see that he was
riding ‘for U “wpith all his

might for the lives that shackled bim,
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death before. When True Blue first
staggered be put spurs to him and laid
on his guirt right and left,

»o loud

He had seen more

From hls loins back he was parnlyzed.

With & Inst desperate effort he
straddled bis forelegs, but he could not
brace himself against the backward
sug of dead welght. Gerry felt him
sloking beneath him and  saddenly
found himself standing over his pros
tente horse.  Of True Blue, his forefeet
outatretched, his head and breast still
Lield high, there was Jeft only o great
spirit chinlned to a fallen and dying
boily.

A ery escaped Gerry's lips—a ory of
horror at whiat he had done. Then
be remembered why he had done it
and ran not for the siulee-gate but for
the bridge. As he remched It the roar
borame deafening. There was n splin-
tering, crackling sound that, meas-
ured by the great commotion, seemed
like the tinkle of a tiny bell. But there
was something in the sound that called
to his braln, He cast a glance over his
shoulder, The monster beams of hia
sluice-gate, burled, splintered, into the
air, were still hanging agninst the blue
gky. Under them surged an angry
white wall of racing wnter, Eveén as
he started to run down the long slope
to the hounse Gerry thought with a
great relief that If the gate had been
closed It would hnve gone even so, like
matehwood.

Below him Fazendn Flores lay peace-
ful, still, under the blazing son. The
cotton was a little wilted but high and
strong, the cane stunted but allve.
Only In the pasture bottoms the stock
had gathered in frightened clumpa.
Thelr instinet had told them that dan-
ger hovered near. Suddenly from the
qulet house burst Margarita, carrying
her son on one arm, She had seen
Gerry from a windoyw. While the oth-
ers watched the risiog river, and now
this terrifying torrent bursting down
upon them from nbove, she had slipped
out to run to him.

The house at Fazenda Florea stood
on a domed mound, Behind the mound
wias a slight hollow before the steady
rise to the bridge began, Gerry caught
sight of Margavita ns she ran down
towards this bollow. Terrified, he cast
n glance at the descending flood and
his eye meastred its pace agninst hers.
“(io back!” he shoumted with all the
strength of his lungs, and waved his

arms. It was as though he bnd not
spoken, Through the din and.roar of
the flood the sound of the words scarce-
Iy reached his own ears,

At the very bottom of the hollow

Mnargaritn felt that she was stepping

- Panwens
Tore Off in a Mad Gallop.

in water. S8he took ber eyes from
Gerry, who she thought was beckoning
to her, and looked down. A burrying
rivalet whose swift flow carried it be-
fore the churning crest of the flood,
tugged at her nukles, §he looked up
toward the thundering wall of oncom-
ing water and knew that she was lost.
8he stopped and fixed her eyes on
Gerry, who was plunging down the
slope In a wagd effort to reach her. She
called to him, but she knew he could
not hear her, With arms stretehed to
thelr highest, slie held up the Man, The
Man was not frightened. His black
eyes were fixed on his runnlng father.
Margarita could feel him gurgling with
Joy in the new game. Then suddenly
he eried ont, It was a wall of fright.
The wall was cut short. Broken In
two, It rang terribly in her ears as
fshe went down.
The witer had felled Margurita and

suddenly a twirling, sodden maes, In-
animate suve for the flog of a lodes
limb dnto clearer view against the blue

on the seething water.
Gerry reacbed the torrent. Margn-
rita snd the Man hid siready been

sky or the uncolling of long black huir | honses

whirled far towards the great river. |
He plunged into the flood: ‘The water |,
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from a terrible dream, but with the
sigh that frembled to his lips came
renlization.

From hepd to toe he wns battered
aund bruised. His cotton clothes’ were
in tatters. His chest henved in groat.
spasmodie gasps. Breath whistled
throogh his wracked longsa. His oyes
protruded. His head asched till It
seemod on the verge of bursting. But
to hls mind plerced a thonght sharper
than pain—the thought of Margarita
and the Man. With clenched teeth he
struck out for the current.

Far, far away rose a dusty llne of
mist. It marked the head of the flood—
the meeting of water with the accumu-
lated dust of rilnless months, Gerry
recognited the meaning of that line.
Somewhere there In the turmoll of the
first rush of the mad flood were Mar-
garlta and the Man—what was left of
them, The distance dismayed hlm, but
be swam on. Then he felt the fast ap-
proaching end of endurance. A sob
choked him.

It was only minutes till his arms re-
fused to answer to his will. They
moved so weakly that more than once
his gasping mouth sank below the wa-
ter. He swallowad great gulps of the
turgld flood. Then an uprooted tree

brushed by him. - He clutched (ts
branches.
When all else In the world has

passed from a man's braln there re-
mains the ilfe lnstinet—the will to fight
far the last minute of his allotted be-
Ing, The life instinet was all that still
lived in Gerry. It urged him to a tast
effort. He dragged his body upon the
tree where the branches forked from
the main trunk. Utterly exhausted, he
sunk into thelr embrace. They held
him as though in a cradle.

The rush of the waters began to
slacken. They stretched out over the
valley and crept up its sides. They did
not flow so much now as rise. The val-
ley becume a moving sen. On its flow-
ing surface beasts, fowls and reptiles
struggled, mad-eyed, for life. Here
and there a blogted curcass, brought
down from far up the river, blundered
blindly through the living and brought
screnms of terror from the swimming
horses, and gasplng lows from the
struggling cattle,

From the middie of the sen rose the
old plantation house still high and dry
on Its mound. It seemed very tiny—
a toy house on a lonely islet.

A great, open, white umbrella llned
with green salled gayly along. It
eanght In the branches of Gerry's tree,
Uprooted cotton bushes floated by, and
cane, snapped off, sometimes torn up
in whole hills, banked unp against the
tree and formed a vast, unstable
Islund, toward which swam the delud-
ed stock.

From the mouth of the cleft In the
river gorge issued a thundering cata-
raet. It had burst through the walls
of the ditech and even unseated a sec-
tion of the rocky crag against which
the slulce-gnte had been buttressed.
The ditch was goune. It could never
be again, for the water was tearing
the channe] of the cleft deeper and
deeper, The turbid flood devoured the
silt of the valley, accumulated since
man wus, and carrled it, seething, out
towards the river, The valley would
be left naked, stripped of the source
of life,

Gerry's tree had erawled away from
the main current. In a vast eddy it
approached the mound whereon squat-
ted the old plantation house. Dona
Marin stood at the edge of the waters.
Her two hands were clenched and held
nbove her gray head. Thin wisps of
balr hung about her face. Her face
wis dlatorted. She was cursing Gerry,
cursing the day of his birth, the day of
his coming, the dny he had opened his
ditch, She swept her arms over the
terrible scene and called down the
curse of all the rnin and death on his
head. But Gerry was beyond hearing.
In all the world there was none to hear
the old woman. She stood alone; about
her the wilent waters, above her the
blazing blue sky.

The tree shot out of the eddy. The
ecurrent, the main ecurrent from the
cleft, caught It aquarely and swept It
away. It suddenly shook its long trall
of riffraff, and turning snd turning,
more and more swiftly, swam out on
to the churning bosom of the great
river. v

The valley had disappeared. Squat-
ting on the very level of the far-flung
waters, the old house still stood. The
bright sun struck a glint of light from
its white walls and gave rich colors to
fts moss-grown tiles. The roof was
crowded with fow] and a strange med-
ley 'of heavy fiylog birds, glad of n
perch on which to rest. Dona Maria
went Into the hounse. She closed the

Gerry's tree floated down the rivey.
It swing alowly along neqr the north

it
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KINNER'S

Macaroni or
Spaghetti

The Quality Food—the
tastiest, most healthful
and most economical

food that can grace your*
table,

At All Good
Grocers’

Save the signature of

Paul F. Skinner
on each and obtain a
set of &feikg Community
Par Plate Silverware free.

‘Write us for full particulars—
no obligation—and we will
send you also a beautiful 36-
page book of recipes—all free.
‘Write today.

SKINNER MFG. CO.
OMAHA, NEB.
The Larpest Macarani Factory in America

SOLD IN 1-POUND CANS ONLY
Ask Your Grocer

Rotterdam's Trade Grows.

The sea trade of Holland's great
port, Rotterdam, was increased tre«
mendously since the war broke out,
and it Is now necessary to deepen the
channel connecting the port with the
North sea to a depth of 38 feet, which
later will be continued to 41 feet at
high tide, the operation involving re-
moval of more than 10,000,000 cuble
yards of earth by dredging.

COVETED BY ALL
but possessed by few—a beautiful
head of hair, If yours is streaked with
gray, or is harsh and stiff, you can re-
store it to its former beauty and lus-
ter by using ‘“La Creole” Halr Dreas-
ing. Price $1.00.—Adv.

Another Good Place.
“Wa can't all dwell on Easy street.”
“No, but we can all live on the
square.”

Some men will do almost anything
in order to get thelr names In the pa-

pers.
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MADE FOR SERVICE
—and gives it

RENFREW
DEVONSHIRE
"=CLOTH =
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RENFREW MANUFACTURIRG CO.
vl 1867
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